THE MAGIC SHOES AND STAPF           67
"I will not go without you/' replied Putraka. "Wrap yourself up warmly, for it is cold flying through the air, and we will go away together, and your cruel father shall never see you again."
Patala wept at hearing this, for it seemed terrible to her to have to choose "between the father she loved and Patraka. But in the end her lover got his own way, and just as those who were seeking him were heard approaching, he seized his dear one in his arms and flew off with her. He did not return to his own land even then, but directed his course to the Ganges, the grand and beautiful river which the people of India love and worship, calling it their Mother Ganga. By the banks of the sacred stream the lovers rested, and with the aid of his magic bowl Putraka soon had a good and delicious meal ready, which they both enjoyed very much. As they ate, they consulted together what they had better do now, and Patala, who was as clever as she was beautiful, said:
" Would it not be a good thing to build a new city in this lovely place ? Tou could do it with your marvellous staff, could you not ? "
"Why, of course, I could/' said Putraka laughing. " Why didn't I think of it myself ? " Very soon a wonderful town rose up, which the you&g king wished to be as much as possible like the home he had left, only larger and fuller of fine buildings than it. When the town was made, he wished it to be full of happy inhabitants, with temples in which thev might worship, priests to teach tfeem how to be good, markets in which food and all thai was needed could be bought, tanks and rivulets full of pure water,